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"Well—maybe I would," answered the old man after
a moment.
"You would if justice was dearer to you than your son,
and it's dearer to me than my father.. .."
Sizov smiled and shook his head.
"Well, you're a tough one!" he said with a sigh. "If
youVe the strength to keep it up, you'll get the best of
the old folks yet! A lot of steam you've got! Well, good-
bye and best wishes! But why not be a little easier on peo-
ple, eh? Good-bye, Nilovna! When you sec Pavel, tell
him I heard his speech. Didn't understand all of it, some
of it was a bit hard to digest, but on the whole it was
good."
He raised his cap and slowly turned the corner.
"He seems a nice man," said Sasha, smiling as she fol-
lowed him with her large eyes.
The mother found that today the girl's face was more
kind and gentle than usual.
When they got home, they sat down beside each other
on the couch and talked about Sasha's anticipated trip to
Pavel. The silence was restful. Sasha raised her heavy
brows and looked into the distance with wide, di'eamy
eyes, and her pale face wore an expression of calm con-
templation.
"Then when your children are born I'll come and play
nursemaid. And our life there won't be any worse than
here. It won't be hard for Pavel to find work—he can
do anything with his hands."
Sasha glanced at the mother inquiringly.
"Don't you intend to go with him now?" she asked.
"What does he want with me?" answered the mother
with a sigh. "I'd only be in the way in case he wanted to
escape. He wouldn't want me to go."
Sasha nodded.
"You're right. He wouldn't."
"And then I have my own work to do here," added
the mother with a shade of pride.
"Yes," answered Sasha. "And that's important."

